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outward sign of it; but now it was different; she was
older, more experienced, and this time she meant it.
Moreover, she had now a total of five pounds a week
instead of four pounds ten, for they had given her a ten-
shilling rise at the office, and though she had told her
father, he had only congratulated her (with that tired
smile and that faint irony which frequently accompany
long experience of a general medical practice, that con-
stant round of births and deaths), and had not proposed
cutting down his allowance of six pounds a month. Any
girl at the Burpenfield would have instantly appreciated
the profound distinction between five pounds a week
and four pounds ten shillings, for whereas on four
pounds ten you have still to be careful, on five pounds
you can really begin to splash about a bit.
"Well, if you ask me, Mattie," said Miss Cadnam>
who had looked in and had been promptly told about
this new mood, "you're absolutely rolling. I only get
four, you know, including what I get from home, when
they don't forget, and I know if I suddenly got an extra
pound, I'd simply break out in all directions. Do you
know, Ivor only gets six pounds a week, that's all
Don't say anything, of course. He'd be furious if he
knew I'd told anybody—men are awfully silly about
things like that, aren't they?—terribly secretive—but
honestly that's all he gets, and he seems to have an awful
lot to spend."
Miss Matfield shut a drawer with a bang, turned to
face her visitor, and looked very determined. "I always
think this time that's coming now—the next two months
or so—the foulest part of the whole year. Awful weather,
cold and slush and everything, and Easter and spring a
long time away, and nothing happening very much, and

